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Gandhi! The first time I heard his name it was
shouted by a thousand voices.
"Mahatma Gandhi ki jail19 That was the shout. It
meant nothing more than "Victory to Mahatma
Gandhi/1 but it was exciting to hear it shouted.
I rushed out on the veranda to hear it that first day
is it came from afar. The millworkers were shouting
it defiantly. Their voices were coming nearer.
It was a Sunday. My father was at home. It was about
:hree in the afternoon and we were resting. But when
:he shouting was heard we came out on the veranda to
isten.
"Go inside/' father said to me. "It's dangerous."
"There is nothing to be afraid of/' Tukaram, our
:hauffeur, said. "They won't hurt us/'
"No one can tell/1 father said. "There may be riot-
ng."
"Even if there is rioting, they won't hurt us. We are
ndians/' Tukaram replied with calm. "Come on/' he
aid to me, "111 take you into the garden and we'll see
he procession pass."
My father did not like the idea. He was annoyed.
Tukaram was very sure of himself.. "All you've got
D do is put on a Gandhi cap," he said.
"Don't talk such nonsense." My father raised his voice,
I'll dismiss you if you do anything silly like that."
"I can wear any cap when I am off duty," Tukaram
leaded.
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